A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
'The Divisional-Commander wishes to ex-
press Ms appreciation of the soldierly bearing
under heavy shell fire of the working party of
9th Battalion Royal Irish Rifles. The R.E.
officer i/c. work speaks highly of the manner in
which the task was completed despite the
heavy fire,'
"The first chit,' I laughingly say to Merryman, the
sergeant who was on duty. 'Well done!' fYes - Sur/
he replies, "it may be the ftirst but it won't be the
last!3 He was right.
We move north and occupy a piece of the line
taken over recently from the French. It is decided
that we work in pairs and that roth Rifles and our-
selves relieve each other. It is as well: had it been
otherwise there might have been blood in the wrong
trenches! The Colonel and Colonel Bernard toss for
who shall go in first. The Indian warrior wins.
'We take first knock, Oraierod/ he says, 'no two bites
.at a cherry for me!*
Meanwhile, as the tossing is in progress, the
medical officer comes into the mess. 'Can I speak to
you for a minute, Major?5 he asks. 'Yes, O'Brien,
what is it?' I reply, walking out with him to the
apple orchard. "I want your help/ he says, 'young
Rochdale has venereal, gonorrhoea, in fact, he's in
an awful stew. He's engaged to be married. If I
send him down to the venereal hospital it is sure to
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